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In widening 
rings the new 
life grows 


Conjure well with baking soda spit water 
and your best rootbound house plant wilted 
magick, the tall girl who sat in the last seat 
then disappeared after class. The one with the 
long black yarn legs. Her white shirt unbuttoned 
at the collar, so her fluid silver ringed fingers 
might fiddle with her choker pendant, placing its 
algae circle between her thin gun-metal lips, 
letting it pout, then fall, with dull fleshy 
thud, back into the flat hallow of her neck. The 
one whose hair, impersonating guitar stings, hung 
to hide her face while she listened and waited 
for notes. Sometimes, remember, all you would 
catch, in glances snuck, was the round tip of her 
peeking nose or hint of eyebrow and lash. Her 
voice as hesitant as a weeping willow after a 
southern swamp thunderstorm, its bark soaked and 
smooth and softly drooping. The one whose eyes 
impersonating a water lock canal, rising and 
sinking, when she argued her point against you in 
class; a private conversation, publicly 
displayed, one in which you played the part of 
the freight steamer, slowly dragged along further 
toward open sea. The one who you'd run into at 
the most awkward moments at locations which made 
you uncomfortable to begin with. The one you 
couldn't speak to, then, because the hot-wire 
connection was too tight, its context 
systematically offset by intense speeding through 
red light excitement and immediate lumbering 
attractive intimacy. The one who made you clumsy 
and mute, to play the part of Lear's Fool, 
lurking, silent under protest, near the back of 
the stage. So conjure well that girl before she 
files that restraining order and you'll have to 
explain away all your magick from the backseat of 
a police cruiser. 


Suburb 





w \i INSIGHT 

(joy division 


Unkn own Pie as tire s) 


Guess your dreams'always end, 
they don't rise : up, just'descend. 
But 1 don't care anymore/. 

I'Ve lost' thd.will to want more. 
I'm not.-;afraid, not at all, V. 

I watch them all as they fall. 

But I remember when we were young 


with habits of waste, 


Those 

their sense of style and gooc 
of making sure you were right 
hey, don't you know you were 
I'm not afraid anymore, 

I keep my eyes on the door, 
But I' remember... 

Tears and sadness for you, 
more upheaval for you. 
Reflect a moment in time, 
a special moment in time. 
Yeah, we wasted our time, 
we didn't really have time, 
iBut we remember when we were 
'And all God's angels beware, 
and all you judges beware. 

|Sons of chance, take good ca 
[for all the people not there 
i I'm not afraid anymore. 


young 











code your problems 
with a new problem, 
it will just 
intensify what you've 
got and land you in 
the clinic. Karen 
told me all this with 
a concerned knowledge 
and experience. 

Still, I chose to 
become the drunk. 

In another time 
and space, I could 
have dropped what I 
was doing, said I saw 
the Light beamed down 
on the row I was 
tilling or heard the 


calm peace of inner 
enlightenment, and 
strolled up to the 
Monastery on the 
Hill. But I live in 
this post-colonial 
shitfest, where all 
gods are corrupted ad 
campaigns for 
increased loss of 
income or a failed 
attempt at humor in , 
the face of tragedy. 

The only similar 
recourse I had to 
hiding among the 
monks was to descend 
among those drinking. 
For at the time, I 
>ught the hostile 
lonymity of some 
>rt of shared faith. 

Ld the bar was the 
osest I thought I 
>uld find to that 
>d built mausoleum 
lost souls. 

Bars are 

urches. The people : 
o work in them, 

divinely inspired. 

The revelation, 
nightly. And the 
spiritual 
intoxication, 
overwhelming. Drunks, 
themselves, are 
shabby holy men - 
abandoned by good 
sense but full of 
witty retorts and 
blabbering advice. 
Drunks are wise men, 
knowledgeable in all 
the Scriptures of 
Pain, Loss, and Self- 
Sustained-Pity. 
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Drunks have seen the 
world tumble before 
their shot glass, for 
no man drinks in a 
bar every night 
because he wants to, 
he has to in order to 
escape the ruined 
world which surrounds 
him. A world that he 
makes sure he keeps 
ruined by the abuse 
and solace of 
alcohol. Have you 
noticed the glow most 
drunks possess when 
you are drinking with 
them? That shared 
substance, that 
prolonged tolerance 
for bullshit, and the 
warm circular 
conversation which 
seems so much 
enlightened 
profundity. In-depth 
soul searching. You 
can't listen to a 
drunk, you can only 
drink with him and 
drinking with him 
means talking with 
him. Drunks are 
priests converted to 
drinking in order to 
escape something and 
as long as you're 
willing to share in 
their liquor 
Eucharist, as long a. 
you're willing to 

submit to the 
flimflam schlock of 
their mystical 
ritual, then you've 
touched the face of 
god on earth. 


Now I realize 
how hooky all this 
sounds, but drinking 
is thee modern 
religion (inclusive 
of the guilt, the 
repentance, and the 
atonement). Its a 
complex set of 
standards of 
acceptance and 
denial, of faith and 
love, of hate and 
self-effacement. It 
destroys life on this 
earth with the 
promise of a happy 
hour, eternal. It 
forgives all and 
grants nothing but 
disgust. It affords a 





community to misfits, 
malcontents and other 
sociopaths by 
protecting and 


j#* sanctifying their 

• mania and self- 
destruction, by 

£ dressing it up with 
justification and 
j excuse. Drinking 
Jfacilitates the lost 

* community, nestled i: 
sp» local bar, with , 
Ci commonality and 

- immediate 

__ associations. Drunks 
all know each other 
through drinking. 

| Th ey will know us by 
lour actions, saidth 
ithe Loward. 
psir aw 

Religiosity and 
Sutter stupidity. A 
§j rotation of lucid 
courage and lucid 
I disaster. I highly 
I recommend everyone 
« drops in at least 


once to escape - 
something or other - 
to join -the churchy 
even for, a. few weeks, 
because really the 
next round" is on me...I 
promise. 


CONVERSION TATICS. 




IK* 
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"Drunkenness as a triumphant irruption of the 
plant in us." 

- introduction : rhizome in 1000 Plateaus 
Deleuze & Guattari. 


"Times like these, yeah, its how much drinking is 
this going to take." 

- David Todd driving to a bar. 












There are pyramids in the sky. Awful 
monuments blackening out the sun, cluttering up 
the horizon. Made from the expired sighs and 
agonized gasps and doleful tears, built upon the 
shattered spines of artifices which floated 
around the tides of Suburbia. And the price we 
paid for the stares we shot into heaven was much, 
too much, dispassionate blindness. And the sorrow 
is hidden, not among the tangled skirt stings of 
our weeping, sad mother's aprons, but in the 
smiles of the policemen who pulled us over for 
one final accounting. Bad decisions, all round. I 
will drink, with raised half glass, to EVIL, each 
and every night. 



Drunk again, the excuse is that there were 
corners unswept, left unclean which needed my 
attention. No one warned me abour the anger... 

And the question remains on the table, left 
there like a balled up napkin filled with glowing 
yellow neon snot. Everyone tries to ignore it, 
but all watch it with disgust and envy. 
Communication with the ghosts of flu-like 
feelings and physical exhaustion. Coughing, 
gagging spirits take the despot's role and order 

another round to smash at the plight of memory. 
What can we recall without sentimentality. 


* 


Hey Joe, I thought up a new pick up line 
Hey baby, I got a bottle of cheap whiskey, hows 
bout you and me drinking it and wandering around 

the st _ r Q e ^ If that ever works it will mark the 
beginning of a glorious co-dependent 
relationship. 





The Night carved their nonsense and the 
screaming at the bar. The green headlight of the 
0 ° register was not enough to keep us home. No, the 
+ + drunks were loud and regular and lingered long 
co y past last call. 

o 1 The Woman In The Corners, collecting dust 

3 P and compliments, neither understood nor appeared 
m to care. Their lips were wet from kissing, their 
11 ii lipstick smeared. And the. Woman In The Corners 
| was cornered without care. 

I Its a ponytail monster, her legs on clunky 

! | stilts, who crept and slunk and clung to the 

I leaning banstools. The liquid blood which we 
' | poured out and the verbal cutting tossed upon the 

floor, would feed this grindsucking creature, 

, 1 much like a mop. 

I | Tomorrow's night differs slightly. Our 

j j position, routine with difference. B/c we come 
j each night to drinking and the shattering of the 

, dawn. Its drunks who hold us tightly and whisper 


o o u. 


promises in the hall. On the street abandoned to 
our devices, we stumble in our mumble and crouch 
beneath the stair. 

Its the Woman In The Corners and the bottom 
feeding monster who are our dyke dual mothers, 
progenitive in their scorn. And its rings around 
our fingers, marriages to the strangled, drowned, 
and bloated gestures at the bottom of the glass. 



HOBBIT'S HOLES ARE TIDY ONES AT THAT, 


"You know how everyone looks better when you're 
drunk? Well you do'too!" 

- Aaron, in front of the mirror. 









Someone vomited in the urinal. There was 
green bile and flaky red chunks of merlot, half- 
digested, splattered on the white and brownish 
yellow porcelain. I thought, even though 
blarneyed, that the smell was enticing, like 
missions completed with napalm burning and gun 
powder discharges. I watched as the one phlegmy | 
string oozed its way from the topmost edge of the! 
urinal, suspended and pulsing in the sloping gap 
created by the toilet's large indented bowel. It 
hung down, moving alive toward the lumpy mass 
caught in the white plastic drain guard/blue air 
mint. I laughed as I wrote in black oil marker 
"R. Mutt" on the rim of the urinal, before 
pissing straight into the bubbling vomit being, 
sending squirts onto the floor and wall. Fuck 


(In the basement of Coventry Yard Mall) 


I drew on the sixth cigarette in a hour and 
stared at the squat little shot glass. Compulsive 
rituals manifest in the tightly squashed ball of 
cellophane, foil and paper which sat next to the 
ashtray I slowly filled. I've come to this, X 
thought rolling the wad with my orange lined 
, index finger as the stream of smoke danced and 






CAMEL CIGARETTE PACK RITUAL 

When a new pack of cigarettes sits on the 
bar before one, the Puff'n'Stuff Cabal will 
consecrate the pack by opening it thusly. 

Slam the pack filter/flip top down, either 
on an upturned open palm, bent knee, or hard bar. 

Quickly without meditation, rip open the 
plastic cellophane wrapper, peeling the yellow 
tab off from around the box's edges. Pull the 
resulting square plastic straight off. Place this 
invisible piece upon the bar. 

Pull, with much vigor, out the Camel Cash. 
Attempt not to leave any bits of paper trapped on 
the glue near the squat Middle Eastern building. 
Place also on the bar. 

Flip open the lid and remove the gold foil 
wrapper positioned over the neatly lined 
cigarettes. Unfold the creases so that the gold 
foil is completely open, white lining side up in 
your palm. 


Take the square of cellophane, balling it 
up, leaving the gold tab string as a tail. Wrap 
tightly the balled square with the gold tail. A 
tiny expanding ball should result. 

Place this ball in the middle of the Camel 
Cash. Fold and crumble the Camel Cash paper 
around the ever expansive ball. 

Take this bulky mess, placing it in-the 
middle of the wrapping foil and squish it as 
tightly as it will go. The foil should constrain 
and cover the cellophane and paper. 

If this ritual is properly conducted, all 
that will be evident from the opening of the new 
pack of cigarettes is a little ball of gold, 
easily launched at annoying friends or enemies. 

If, for some unforeseen circumstance, the 
ritual is performed incorrectly - bits or tabs of 
plastic or foil will protrude ruining the 
illusion of a simple crumpled foil ball. Discard 
immediately and run in a circle alternating laps 
between' clockwise and counterclockwise, attempt 
to perform a different direction with each 
propelling mo tion . 

LEE vahCISC? k.\cfc. 




liftea up the shot glass muttering. Into 
A Black Hole, and gulped it down making the 
burning whiskey face. I drew on my sixth 
cigarette m an hour, waiting for the shuttering 
burp to work itself up through the fire seared 
throat and nose. Whiskey tastes like indigestion 
and works magical violence on chest, embracing 
and punching, in turns. I waited for the 
bartender to notice I was sipping my water and 

pointed with a swinging nudge at the empty little 
shot glass. 

Another one, John. 

ies, sir, maybe this one will make me 
smaller. 



I have a smashed stereo and a tangle of 
endless wires strewn on my bedroom floor. One 
night, bored or drunk or a sickly combination of 
;both, I took hammer and Phillips head to the 
stereo system my parents bought for me during 
high skool. Disgusted, I suppose, by its lack of 
j usefulness lately or upset over the idea of 
entertainment component technology in general, I 
began smashing and unscrewing. 

Well, at first with some care and 
diligence, placing each screw neatly in a line 
upon the bed, making some attempt to categorize 
and organize and remember where each one fell 
out. But soon enough, with wanton anger, I simply 
started yanking and hammering until bits of 

plastic and shards of colored wire littered my 
floor. 

With the last swig from the rum bottle, I 
staggered to my feet, pieces of stereo component 







falling from my lap and clinging in my sweater, 
to survey the damage. The floor of my bedroom was 
a smoking battle field (for I had misplaced a lit 
cigarette and ashtray), quiet and dead. I flung 



open the door, lit my (unfortunate) last 
cigarette, wandered down the hall (holding on to 
the walls) into the living room where my room 
mate was watching a documentary on jungle ants, 
plopped down next to him (with falling ash and a 
out of breath sigh). He turned his head slowly 
toward me, watching me with a puzzled expression. 

Dude, what's up? 

Its done. I've dismantled technology. 

Whatever about that, dude, you're on fire. 

The cherry of my last unfortunate cigarette 
had fallen into my lap, burning a nickel sized 
■hole through the ripples of my sweater, my tee- 
shirt, jeans and underwear. I pressed my thumb 
down onto my thigh, squishing the life out of the 
smoldering fire. I started to laugh. 

Dude, you're a drunk fool. 

Fuck you, loser. I retorted dropping the 
hammer to the floor. 


"Somebody was buying a round of drinks. The cards 
were scattered on the table, face up, face down, 
and they seemed to foretell that whatever we did 
to one another would be washed away by liquor or 
explained away by sad songs." 

- Denis Johnson. 


It oscillates between urinal and stall, decisions 
which end in piss. 










When the evening has turned into a parking 
lot of regulars, we call this 'Flying into Phase 
II.' 

When the bar is over crowded with traitors 
and amateurs looking for loosened women, we call 
this 'Fantastic.' 

When the woman you love shows up with her 
entourage and sits in the corner, we call this 
'Scotch .' 

When that same woman ends up sitting next 
to your angry paranoia, we call this 'Double 
Bourbon .' 

When the chest burns in the morning, we 
call this 'Fire hydrant.' 

When the chest burns in the morning and you 
almost collapse in the shower, we call this 
'Complete .' 

When the stomach cramps into burning 
whiskey diarrhea, we call this 'Divine 
Manifestation .' 

When the night after this morning you are 
back drinking in the bar, we call this 'Dylan 
Thomas .' 

When the paranoia closes in around the 
night, we call this 'Coffee.' 

When the day ends with a whiskey whisper of 
latex and love, we call this 'Blister.' 



At the feast of souls 


of honor 


only eras pilot 
that's survived iwd Death 
Star runs. From that 
perspective Wedge 
Antilles is the best pilot 


Sitting there among cigarette wrecks and 
glances abandoned, I leaned into the bar 

Eric. ERIC. 1 

Yes, John. 

Lets go blow up some cop cars. 

Okay, but I'm on Jennicam. 

The Revolution delayed by internet pornography. 





tv\6«r TARKAtJ 




Sunday night also met up with strange 
occurrences which contributed to me getting so 
very wasted. First the bartenders were extremely 
bored and my good intentioned single shot lapsed 
into six others, with smiles and a flushed face. 
The second thing which kept me sitting there was 
the presence of a group of pathetic drunken bums 
- frumpy clothes and goo-eating grins as they 
leaned into the bar trying to flirt with all the 
female bartenders. It was so very sad and sorry 
and desperate and jaded. When the women walked 
away, the taunts and giggles and snappy one- 
liners poured like so much whiskey. When the 
sideburned fellow, finally fell straight down 
onto the floor, bumping my stool with his 
shoulder, splashing my drink on the bar, I 
couldn't stop the laughing. And when he leaned in 
to order another and Laura in her best mothering 
sterness told him "absolutely not" and that 
he was inches away from getting the boot, he 
became belligerent. That is when Eric and I 
stepped in. Of course, Eric was diplomatic and I 
was an incendiary bomb - "dude, chill the fuck 
out b/c your about three sentences away from me 
kicking your ass." Eric laughed and pointed me 
down and calmed the big boy with sideburns down. 
He might have been able to take me, even in his 
falling down drunk state, but I am grateful for 
having been given such a fine match and the 
opportunity to back down like the cowering coward 
I truly am. 




Where is my flask...Where is my flask 


Last night I resigned myself to the 
wasteland of sobriety. Many reasons why, but 
basically I woke up yesterday morning, looked in 
the mirror and in the middle of a terrible dry 
heave, started laughing b/c I realized that I had 
survived, again. 




I am reminded of a bar story told to me by 
a slurring queen in the Ciel Rouge (7th and 
19th). "Look her'son," she wheezed out the 
bottleneck of her Virginia slim, "I was at this 
bar down in Soho and who should walk in but none 
other than that supreme bitch Mick dagger. Now, 
honey," her fingers expanded in tight faux gold 
and bright nicotine finery, "EVERY bhody just 
knows that those lips are made for dhhhick 
sucking." She paused to hack out a bloody phlegm 
glob into the speckled black porcelain ash tray. 
"Anyway, I was running a fever with this (minute 
gesture which spills a dark scab of dark 'vinegar 
onto the white pull over jump suit top) and just 
fheeling WHOREY (another gesture of 
appreciation), you know honey? Whorey and 
sick...anywhey...I spend the whole night running 
up to that lanky prima donna and just simply, 
introducing everyone who was in MHAY bar to Mick. 
> By the end of the night, he knew everyone and 
everyone knew Mick." She broke out in a death 
rattle wheeze which almost shook her wig off his 
bald wrinkled head. Not that this story has any 
. relevance to your experience, but next time, 
honey, don't NE.TWERK. . .UNDERMINE! 


WHISKEY PRAYERS AT H 
THE UGLY LIGHT MASS.:* 

di! 



I wish to quote Bob 
Dylan here, but 
somehow lack the words 



___ “rirjjunt," 
functions on two reaisters: in one 


"I have no ideas, only obsessions. Anybody can 
have ideas. Ideas never caused anyone's 
downfall ." 

- E.M. Cioran 'Satanic Principle of Suffering' in 
On the Heights of Despair , 1934. 

Yo’J Could .SAUfegD's ass 

OdI UJASW'T cbe»© At pUhfcHtS. 









FROM ONE WHO ONCE WAS BUT IS NO 
LONGER TO THOSE WHO WERE NOT 
BUT NOW ARE 



"Half of what I say 
is utter bullshit 
and I mumble the rest. 

What good am I?" 

- David Todd waxing poetic 


"This much is 
certain : He who 
never sets out 
need never return 
- Robert Walser, 
Energetic. 


Yeah so. The other night I went to see 
Assuck at Speak in Tongues. As I've said before 
(and to contribute to an on-going argument 
between Karen and I), the punk rock scenario is 
where I feel the most comfortable and connected, j 
Underground, not just down a flight of stairs, 
where the community is a "scene" (or is that 
"seen?"), broken into cliquish factions and 
arbitrary distinctions. The••filth and grime and 
the monkey jumping, the speaking of codes and 
stupid sounding inflections created by people 
with self-deprecating nicknames. The experience 
is familiar, comforting, and overly sentimental. 


Isn't punk rock actually just 
sentimentality adorned in street clothes and sent 
undercover? Narcing on the past through field 
reports on stained, ripped, or safety pinned tee- 
shirts? What are those faded band logos and the 
splotchy drawings of mutilated politicians long 
voted out of office but sentimental 
transmissions? Admiring the fact that all oj. 

■ history, at least all of the movement's history, 
is potentially contemporary. Crass is still 




revenant, still the angry young music shouting 
the past into the present. It is a living 
archeology, punk rock. Its history undocumented 
because it is still breathing. Rumors, innuendoes 
and artifacts which still retain their Benjamin 
Aura. 

Layers are caked to layers, and the more 
you peel off, the deeper you dig, the more 
brilliant and relevant the whole experience 
becomes. But how far must one dig when the entire 
depth of the past is presented right there on the 
back of the tee-shirt of the kid standing in 
front of you at the show? Living information - 
the punk rock disease. 

I am also impressed by the willingness 





those younger than me have to enter into this 
punk rock environment, to delve into this world. 
But I guess they, like us at the time, were 
unable to see the future, to examine the warning 
signs. For to acknowledge the sweaty red-faced 
drunks covered in a thin veneer of weary 
desperation, lurking in the back of the club, 
hanging on to the bar, still huddled in their own 
little clique, would have meant disturbing the 
moment we were enamored with living. 

Those older kids, who had the rathole 
apartment look, the clothes with whiskey and oil 
stains and frays along the collar - the look of 
artistic (in a service industry motif) poverty. 
Those burning drunks, pill poppers, and sleepless 
zombies, so familiar with each other and the 



1 SAT SMOKING HER CIGARETTES 


I sat smoking her cigarettes 
by the window. 

Mine were on the floor near 
the bed. 

There was snow falling over 
the horn honks 

and homeless drunks waltzing 
loudly home. 

Below was an after thought 
midnight weekday morning 
and her pack of cigarettes 
was closer 
than mine. 


WHAT WAS THAT? 


The morning after the day 
before you'd say that 
it was a week and a 
half ago. But still, I 
remember something, 
quite differently than 
that specific chronology. 


PROCESS, SHE WANTS 


Time take us 
away, with ticks 
and tocks, from 
what we were- and 
toward the 'smi3.es 
at ourselves. 











BROKEN LUNG 

for Davin, buying. 


And the man with the broken lung smoking, 

stared through the whiskey glass window, 

only to uncover the incoherence of Their joking. 

And when They moved through, with Their jargon 
locks and spiked up spines, he disappeared 
to his surroundings. 

It was the monster who sat, now with deviled licks, 
leaning against the words directly spoken. _ 

ignore! Ill contemplated, the chattered whrrlwrnd, 
his peace again, destroyed. 

'You Begot the demon, ' his liquorwounded mumble “l^art 
'You reared it in, this half creature of piecemeal part 
And it was you that scorned the tattered dignity shred, 

preoccupied as he, with the game 

in which They won. 


CHRISTMAS TREE 

a cautionary tale 

Jonathan Brink, then six years old, 
possessed of whiskey spirits 
and sexual pyromania, crept in his 
twilight blue feetie pajamas 
into the orange kitchen to 
steal away a match book. 

It was Jonathan Brink, then six years old, 
who struck and struck and struck 
with grindingrunting force across the black 
and sandy strip until glowing between 
his fingers there was flame. 

And it was Jonathan Brink, then only six years old, 
who sent the blue-green spruce, neatly adorned 
with turtle bulbs and star bright 
tinsel, ablaze. 

Jonathan Brink, then six years old, 

burned down his parent's house on Christmas Eve 

and never thought about his presents. 




THE STRIPPER WHO SAT WITH US 

a poem for Danny White. 

The stripper who sat with us 
Sat on a shot glass, carelessly 
Left on the seat she sat on. 

She handled the bleeding well 
And the shock of the sudden 
Injury received. 

We didn't laugh, although she did 
As she swore and cursed and 
Stumbled away. 

We watched her behind 
The bar, lift off her nighty 
So the bartender could dress 
Her wounded behind. 

We waited awhile but 
She did not return, too 
Embarrassed or sent home 
By the Management. 

We stayed awhile after 
The stripper who sat on 
The shot glass was gone. 


SWEATING WATER BOTTLE 

a poem for the Chinese. 


I point to your mouth 
Because you're about 
To light the filter 
And you'd laugh 
If it was at all funny. 


VIRAL INCORPORATED 


WORKING THE LAST NERVE 

bathroom motif 

Scrawled on the tiled linoleum, 
is Your name, a date and time. 













DYLAN THOMAS DENIED HIS BIRTHDAY 


Across the seawashed bed crept the carpet 
of sail and light, beleaguered six deep fathom five, 
underneath the naked linen, the tangled hair and 
limbs arched to create the horizon, caught in gasping 
breath, of the two positioned, separately. 


Ensnared, not in fainting rigging 

knotted in a coiled snake, 

tossed in salt and gin, 

but in the captain's hat and business 

suit, the boy remained weeping. 


For the windows were barred 
with shaded blinds, draped 
in ashen grandeur. And the 
room stank of jettisoned 
flotsam and griping, moldy 
cheese. 

THEN 

the bed aflame to catch her 

sleeping, drowned in' the 
white and mangled, snoring sea. 

. i 

It was dawn that had come creeping 
and discovered Dylan Thomas still 
drinking, slurring the song of his 
birth and cursing the mothered 
thighs which sprang it. 


MAPMAKING BY COMMITTEE 

for Teresa, walking home. 

Along edges carved by violence, 
Consensual or unnatural. 

Uncharted on translatable symbols, 
Rests a language spoken 
By aspirations and urinal mist. 

In vain transactions, 

Fashionable figures and calculable 
Ciphers, flows the banter of 
Inconsistency bordered by grids 
Blown up in cigar smoke. 

Created map by council for 
The explainable justification 
Of scars and civility. 
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ON HOLIDAY BY THE OCEAN 

rented cottage 


Sleep was too easy, an attempt, must be made 
to weaken God's defenses. On his knees, 
imprinting them with dull purple splotches, he 
clasp his hands together after rubbing his face. 
Rubber and plastic prayers, without coherent 
passion, were pleaded, as tears ran down his numb 
dehydrated cheeks, burning the fissures and 
cracks in his lips. But God, he knew was deaf, 
deformed by the War in Heaven whose treaty 
included provisions for drunks on their knees. A 
deaf God made him laugh. His prayers would go 
unanswered, he thought even unheard of, for yet 
another night. And the sun would catch him 
sleeping, once again. 









THE FALL 

Live, at the Trocadero 04.04.98 



From the Field Report filed from a Best Western, 

King of Prussia, PA. 

Kurt is now in bed talking about throwing 
his shoe at.me b/c I won't shut up, yet he is the 
one doing all the talking. 

Kurt and Laura woke me up this morning at 
the ungodly hour of seven a.m. after an 
unintentionally long night of Maker's Mark and 
beer. I smelled of bourbon until mid-afternoon. 

Not even coffee could take away the stink, even 
though I practically poured a whole pot into my 
lap while riding through Pittsburgh. 

#1 Conversation with a bum wrapped in trash 
bags 

"heyjagothascigarette?" 

"Yup" I handed it to him and sat down next 
to him while he fumbled to get it lit. I think 
that I was in a park somewhere near downtown 
Pittsburgh, if such a place exits. The rest of the 
expedition was waiting for pizzas in the 
filthiest, foulest pizza shop ever, just few 
blocks away. It was afternoon, though the overcast 



and' sleepy Saturday morning would have you believe 
otherwise. Still drunk and with a burning stomach 
I left the pizza shop to explore the area, 
searching out a humane place to shit. 

"Hey, man, where's the cleanest public 
restroom around here?" 

The dirtbrown bum stared at me, lifted his 
finger toward the large shimmering skyscraper 
overshadowing the park, "PPG." 

A couple of blocks later I felt better. 

#2 We got into Philadelphia around seven p.m. 
and went straight for a bar called Dirty Frank's 
complete dive with a speakeasy corner door way, 
sawdust on the floor, and a big burly bartender 
with bad crooked teeth and both arms tagged with 
naked women tattoos. If I lived in this 
godforsaken town, I'd hang out here to fall in 
love with the middle aged female bartender who 
poured like a saint. Her kind eyes, ugly, when I 
turned down the Guinness to just sit there chain 
smoking. The Biker at the door had berated me, 
walking in from the swift winter drizzle, hood up, 
haggard and dazed. He waved the others^bye, 
stopping me with a held up hand. "I.D. 

After producing my papers, I stumbled past 
his gray hair lackey who couldn't resist the jab, 
"Cloistered order. Doesn't get out much." The rest 
of the time we spent huddled on the corner of the 
bar, listening to the white boy blues band stuffed 
in the corner, the biker at the door made every 
swiveling motion necessary to keep his eye on me. 
Kurt enjoyed this stare down, commenting that I 
was going to get my ass beat. 

#3 On the way to the show, some tall English 
guy we gave a ride to said to the dude who drove, 
in response to an inane question, "The bag is 
full, isn't it? You'll do fine with it." 

The club wouldn't let me out and back again, 
so I was forced to eat a four dollar hot dog, 
rolling around on rusty metal cylinders * I needed 
something solid before I started the rum'n'cokes. 

The Fall's set, I thought, was beautiful. 
Mark E. Smith, the stick figure man with a Famous 
Monsters of Filmland plastic mask for a face, 
ruined the show. He appeared half way through the 
second song, attempted to stop the band, then 
left. In the course of eight or so songs, none of 
which he sang in it's entirety, he changed his top 
three times, assaulted the crowd; tangled himself 
up in the microphone cord to distraction, banged 
on the keyboards, knocked over everything in 
sight, and finally tried to turn off the guitar 


amps. It was this last attack which elicited the 
most brilliant of responses - the bass player 
knocked him down, threw the mic at him, and 
stormed off stage to ineffectual pipe cleaner 
kicks from Mr. Smith. Standing alone on stage, 
unaccompanied by any instrument he sang three 
songs by himself, proving to the world and all 
assembled that the Fall is embodied in his person. 

Mr. Smith was in rare form, while notorious 
for drunken antics and incoherent ramblings, he 
seems unable to warrant any understanding from the 
devotees attending the shows. What do these 
bastards want a living record album? The 
repetitious grinding out of the same tired old 
songs so they can chant along? 

Instead of living up to expectations, Mr. 
Smith wanders around 'the stage, much like he would 
his-living room, talking to himself and picking up 
litter. He slowly attempts to deconstruct the 
stage, knocking over stands or removing micas to 
the floor, in what seems to be an effort to layer 
the musical experience - to interrupt the boredom 
and monotony of the set with accidents and 
malfunctions which he has created. And when he 
staggers toward the amps, he does so at the height 
of the song to ruin the groove. Would all this be 
necessary if the crowd were larger? Or the 
equipment fell apart by its own weary volition? 
Probably. B/c Mr. Smith is an utter asshole. 

The cumulative effect of this glass shard of 
a human being, pacing around in predatory circles, 
zeroing in on this or that in a blindly swirling 
drunk which was furious with anticipation of 
something interesting happening. Mr. Smith 
randomly chooses his victims - whether it be a 
note book on the synthesizer or a knob on a bass 
amp or a twisted knot of cord - each is isolated 
only for a moment. The effect was hilariously 
hypnotizing. Mr. Smith's leaning stagger and 
distracted presence built to a palatable tension 
on stage, he seemed about lunge in attack at any 
moment, at even the most trivial things. His 85 
pound frame ricocheting off the drum set or 
falling into the tangle of cord woven around his 
ankles. For me the experience was enthralling, 
terrifying, and awe-inspiring. When he is calmer 
and actually sings the lyrics to the songs being 
played, The Fall are mediocre, at best, and 
exciting as the tops of your shoes. But last 
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night, they delivered the rock'n'roll punch with 
dedicated punk rock pride - debasing themselves 
and ruining their songs. You can listen to the 
music played the way you want it at home on your 
hi-fi, I want the live bloody Spectacle! 


But this opinion means jack b/c most of the 
gathered herd were devotees, harboring obsessions 
with trivia and collections. They came all this 
way, from the four corners of the Midwest, to 
experience Mecca; to bathe in the cleansing waters 
of the holy but completely polluted river; to see, 
in person, the band they spend most of their lives 
listening to, talking about on the internet, and 
thinking about during the slow, boring moments at 
work. So they were shocked and disappointed and 
are in the process of working through a crisis of 
faith. Suddenly the entire trip has been ruined, 
their time wasted, and their only hope is that the 
band has finally destructed. 

But the Fall are more difficult than that. 
Mr. Smith personifies "the drunk." His body 
transformed by drink, his presence that of a-'■scary 
imbecile ~ unpredictable, volatile, and pathetic. 
One of the most touching things I have ever seen 
was this frail little man, dehydrated beyond his 
years, standing, alone, on the stage singing or 
mumbling or slurring or drowning on air. Abandoned 
by his angry bandmates. He stood alone, blocked, 
in that disgusting moment when remorse and 
determination form a muddled confusion, where 
self-abasement and self-righteousness align. What 
had he done to them this time? A proud monument, a 
wetbrained effigy, to the sainted life in the 
bottle and against the shot glass. Mr. Smith, 
alone on stage, understood the shame which 
translates into indignation-. And hopefully, he 
will continue to disappoint audiences for years to 
come, b/c the whole experience, with that little 
man stumbling across his living room stage picking 
up cigarette butts and muttering drunken 
inconsistencies and searching to fuck with 
something, understands what his band is all 
about...just about annoying the hell out of 


everyone. 
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This painting illustrates the story of Ruan Xiu, the noted 
Western Jin (3rd-4th century A.D.) scholar, buying wine. 
According to Shi Shuo Xin Yu (16) and other records, Ruan 
Xiu was an easy-going, eccentric character who liked to go 
hiking, often with several hundred small cash hanging 
from his staff. He would go to wine shops, buy wine and 
Jr, drink his fill all by himself and would go back drunk. In 

addition, he refused to have anything to do with powerful 
personages. 
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Variations on a theme of 
suggestions for solving 
"the Police problem" . 

26 Relatives of Police Slain 
In Punjab Separatist Strife 
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assaulted by drunken aviators. 

Ex-policeman says 
he feared suspect 

DETROIT 

A former policeman charged 
with beating-a motorist to death 
said he hit him over the head with 
a flashlight because the man tried 
to grab his gun and could have 
been armed with another weapon. 

But Larry Nevers, one of three 
former policemen facing felony 
charges in the death of Malice 
Green, said he never intended to 
hurt Green during the confronta¬ 
tion Nov. 5 outside a suspected 
drug house. 

Nevers, 52, and his former part¬ 
ner, Walter Budzyn, 47, are 
charged with second-degree mur¬ 
der, and face life in prison if con¬ 
victed. Robert Lessnau, 33, is 
charged with assault with intent to 
do great bodily harm and faces up 
to 10 years in prison. All three were 
fired. 

Nevers said Green, who was in¬ 
side his car, was struggling with 
Budzyn when he approached the 
vehicle. As he opened the driver- 
side door, Nevers said, Green 
grabbed at his holstered service re¬ 
volver, and he hit him. 

“I was afraid that he would get 
my gun out and possibly use it 
against me or my partner,” he tes¬ 
tified. 




BHAKTGARH, India, Aug. 10 (AP) 

■ Sikh militants herded 17 relatives of 
police officers into a school playground 
today, shooting and killing them to 
avenge the death of a guerrilla chief. 
Nine more people were killed in raids 
on nearby villages. 

All 26 victims were relatives of po¬ 
licemen. Elsewhere in Punjab, five po¬ 
licemen or their relatives were killed. 

The attacks came after the deaths of 
three Sikh separatist commanders in 
the last two weeks. Sukhdev Singh Bab- 
bar, leader of the militants of the Bab- 
bar Khalsa International, was killed in 
a gun battle with policemen on Sunday 
after eight years as a fugitive. 
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Firebombing probed 
at surveillance site 

ELYRIA 

The firebombing of an empty 
apartment used recently by under¬ 
cover police is under investigation by 
the Elyria fire and police depart¬ 
ments. 

Assistant Elyria Fire Chief Greg 
Castle, said investigators had a few 
leads into the bombing Friday morn¬ 
ing at the South Park apartments on 
Middle Ave. 

A bottle filled with flammable li¬ 
quid was used to start the fire, Castle 
said. No one was injured, but tlie 
three-story building was evacuated 
as a precaution. The fire caused 
about $500 damage. 

Elyria police said the apartment 
had been used for drug surveillance 
in the apartment complex. 

Castle said that about four months 
ago, three cars parked across the 
street from the apartment building 
were firebombed in the same man¬ 
ner — with a Molotov cocktail. No 
one has been arrested in that fire, 
Castle said. 


















ALISA, ONCE LIKED BY OTHER GIRLS 
(a character sketch written looking at a 
woman playing with her hair.) 




She wore her 
pants high 
up on her 
hip and 
walked on 
tippy toes. 
She kept, in 
her bag, a 
photograph 
she found in 
a used 
bookstore 
book, of a 
man seated 
on the 
ground, his 
head in his 
hands, right 
before the 
bushes. She 
told those 
who asked/ it 
was her 
Grandfather, 
the one she 
never knew 
b/c of the 


War, and 
said they 
.claimed his 
voice was 
grand like a 
piano, near 
a river. And 
she sat 
alone, on 

sunny days, 
in the 

coffee house 
back room, 
counting the 
eyelid stars 
left from 
oversleeping 
pressings. 

On cioudy 
days, she 
smoked - 
outside, 
turning the 
pages with 
the wind. 

And at night 


she turned 
off the 
lights to 
better hear 
the traffic. 
And when 
pressed for 
a reason, 
she'd answer 
thus, "B/c 
he left upon 
a Horse." 

For those 
who knew 
her, knew 
not whence 
this 

mysterious 
lover left, 

but 

entrusted 
the fact to 
the abbots 
of Holy 
Truth, 
shuffling 
past the 
Word of 
He 


Rectory. And 
she used to 
keep the 
apartment 
clean, 
they'd 

■ whisper over 
i tea. And she 
; used to be 

presentable 

■ to foyers or 
black 

: gardens, but 
NOW she 
stained the 
room with 
bitters and 
the ashen 
wax and 
wane. For it 
was without 
a care she 
borrowed 
freely, 
failing ever 
to return. 

















REASON FOR BALDNESS was given to of Anatomy at Howard University, 
members of National Medical Associa- Washington, D.C. He said man be- 
tion by Dr. Wharton Young, Professor comes bald because of brain growth. 


iICKis played by THE SMITfY 
CABAL DISCORDIANS among others. 


®UH®€>SB to perform 
complex rituals based around the 
simple notion of acute paranoia and 
hypochondria. The idea is to 
convince yourseli, family members, 
hitch hikers, and random doctors met 
on public transportation that you are 
a carrier of various diseases. 


HUMS Each week the player of sick researches a particular disease 
(deadly or not), the symptoms, causes, and treatments. Once familiar with the 
history, transmission and such, each player goes about telling every one they 
encounter how really sick they feel and what self-diagnosis they have come to 
based on the displayed symptoms and pains. And each week the aliment must 
change, the player of Sick must constantly be suffering from a new terrible 
disease. The only other stipulation is that each player must come to fully believe 
that they suffer from each disease, and must call attention to their painful illness 
constantly, with great importance placed on the potentially deadly consequences 
if their suspected aliments remain untreated. A player can only win by convincing 
all of the people they meet that the player is really awfully ill AlND that every 
person that that player meets is really sick as well. 













JfJE 1ID £ is a game played by the UKJLA THE M0K, CABAL, 
a bunch of spotty bastards from Pigeon, LA. 

IVlLfOSK to go somewhere where you can not be found. 



RUEES Hiding is allowed in any manner and any location is permissible 
(the more imaginative the better). To date Robert Wheeler has been hiding for 
23005 consecutive days. It is preferable to have someone looking about for you 
in your hiding place, but it is not necessary for a successful round of play. 

occur when one person goes into hiding. The turn is relinquished 
as soon as that person is found, one way or the other. 

butty It shall be the duty of all playing hide, never to reveal their hiding 
spot, unless discovered or at which time they need to come out of hiding. If no 
one has been looking for you, it becomes your commended duty to answer all 
queries as to where you went or where you were in the following manner 
(verbatim, if remembered) “I was hiding.” 

WISHERS WH. YOSKJkgit becomes the responsibility of 
the person hiding to make sure that they are not found, if they fail to achieve this 
simple goal, they are consisted “Losers.” But, on the other hand, if they 
successfully succeed in hiding without being found (such is the case of Robert 
Wheeler, whose mother misses him) they are officially considered “Lost.” No one 
quote/unquote wins a game of hide. 
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Hotel Room Door 


for Stanley-Best-Talked-To-As-lnsane. 


Afternoon and the 
weather was warmer. I got in 
to the elevator near the door, 
its dented shiny surface 
slightly misted by my breath. 
There were quite a few more 
people in the elevator than 
usual and a small black dog 
rubbed by our legs. Behind 
me a conversation started as 
though one interrupted near 
the middle. 

"So London?" 

"Yes. Warm drizzle 
there, most people say they 
couldn't live there because of 
it, I didn't mind it, they had 
a car waiting everywhere," a 
voice half broken down, 
drawn out plied. It was a 
voice haggard and a voice for 
lamenting. It was a woman's 
voice drawn across a male 
facade, a voice reminiscent 
and famous. 

It continued, "And 
they loved me, begged me to 
stay, they treated me as 
royalty, but things need 
attending to at home and the 
drizzle would have become 
tiresome when the car was 
no longer waiting." 

On the sixth floor, the 
barrel chested man got off. 

So did his black little 
rubbing dog. I stood with my 
back to the voice, playing 
with the key in my pocket. 

My bag slung heavily over 



Chelsea 




my shoulder, I was going to a 
hotel room to smoke and 
wait and smoke some more. 

We both left the 
elevator on the eighth floor 







|3rd Street. Aug. 12, 1936. | 


and walked toward the same 
double doors. Well, he 
mostly stumbled. Once the 
brown door squeaked shut 
behind us and we were 
walking down the corridor, 
dimly lighted by the sun 


breaking through the fire 
escape and frosted window 
open at the far end, I turned 
around to look at the voice 


and the man. He made 
immediate eye contact, 
assured and easy, even 
though he had to lift his chin 
up from his chest to do it. 

“Just got back from 
London?”I asked. 

“Yes, went there to do 
some readings. Rather 
wonderful place and they 
. treated me quite well,” he 
replied somewhat slowly, 

' vamping it up for the out of 
town guest. He placed one 
slender wrist onto his hip 
; which only increased the 
illusion that he was folded 
over himself, half of what he 
could do if he straightened 
his spine. He appeared 
wrinkled, like a black and 
white photograph found in 
the bottom of a shoe box, a 
portrait of a weathered, wind 
blown face of a landlocked 
seaman or a miner, washed 
off. A picture of a man who 
worked for a living when men 
still worked jobs which either 
chiseled the baby fat into 
sharp deep lines or killed 
them off entirely. He had the 
faded face of experience, 
generous and threatening. 

“You* a writer or...” 

“Huncke,” he croaked 
offering me his leathery, 
reptilian hand to shake, 
“some sort of writer.” 

1 took his hand, 
thinking I should hold it 
lightly and not too long while 
I introduced myself. He 
■ searched his sweater pocket 
for his rumpled pack of 
cigarettes. He beckoned for a 
light and scrutinized me 








W23 St 


“Good meeting you 
A and don’t give it up,” he 
: began to stumble down the 
J\ corridor toward the smoky 


W 68 S,| 


SH; clo s e ly as I handed it over to 
lainn. I take it your a writer 
e! yourself.” 


t® 


“Somewhat,” shaken 
■ by his perception and insight 
and the fact that I wore it 
obviously on my sleeve. 

He laughed or 
coughed or enjoyed himself 
slightly. “Well, what do you 
write about?” 

“Mostly, you now...” I 
stammered,, only really 
interested in who he was and 
what he had written. 

“Autobiographical 
shit, eh. Well, just live an 
interesting life, then. I, 

1 personally sort of fell right 
into it reluctantly. They 
would encourage me, but it 
was something I always did 
anyway, so it didn’t matter, 
really. Just keep doing it and 
Live.” And he turned to leave 
almost bumping into the 
huge green trash can 
overflowing with take out 
packages and white plastic. 


“You staying there,” he 
turned and motioned with a 
cloud from his cigarette to 
the indentation where my 
door was and I nodded, 
“Then I’ll be seeing you 
around, I guess.” 

And I guess I did see 
him around, though when 
we made eye contact he 
never registered recognition 
• other than a hard street 
?m stare, but by that summer 
ri he was barely walking down 
the street and even then he 
was walking down Death. 

fc 36 St 


E 12 St 


WASHINGTON || 

^ ^ This is where Dylan lived while "stayin' up for days" 












































































Last night. I sat on the concrete wall in 
front of the Royal Dragon, bouncing my legs out 
and back like a little child whose feet can not 
touch the kitchen floor. I was talking about 
Burroughs and the Chelsea Hotel with a dude I 
have not seen in years, when I got a glimpse of 
something absolutely poetic. 

Lately, I have been caught by photographic 
moments, seconds of perfection gone as quickly as 
they arrive. For instance, one night Danny-the- 
Bartender, stood in the half shadow light, 
pivoted by the corner where the whiskey lives, 
looking down at the cigarette he was lighting. He 
was dressed in a browery bum outfit, the little 
cap included, but sticking out of his back 


pocket, neatly printed in gothic letters, was the 
red faced Machivelli. Larry and I laughed, b/c no 
one could have staged that moment and neither of 
us had a camera. 

So last night, when I turned to look toward 
my apartment and I saw in the door way of Capt. 
Tony's the little girl who works there, leaning 
against the door frame, I wanted my camera. Her 
sun dress loosely hanging, her shinny black boots 
twisted one in front of the other, her right arm 
snaked around her waist shelving the left which 
bent at the elbow and leaned slightly out and 
away from her cigarette lips. In the back 
lighting and with the breeze which played an 
opera in her hair, she personified the night. The 
first real night when the Coventry mall sighs 
alive and the children, not yet confined to 
stasis, have begun to mill and sulk about. 

Running between flirtations and nasty, stupid 
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jokes. She embodied the City Night, the one which 
Coventry only eludes to, the Night 1 remembered 
to love while in NYC. The heavy, listless dark, 
where every passerby is happy in their drunk and 
the air is smooth and accommodating. An after 
midnight, where I was overcome with the joy of 
hanging out or walking home. Its hard to explain, 
b/c I am a romantic when it comes to this sort of 
useless uneasiness. 



To what are mutual attractions due? 
There are some jealousies more touching 
than others. | willingli} wander in such 
baffling darkness as that of the rivalry 
between a woman and a book- The finger 
on the side of the forehead is not the barre 
of a revolver. 

- 0reton T -1 TTupault I ets Move 
No More. 


And today they killed Agustus Caesar. Even 
Brutus stuck in a knife. 

February has extended into March, against 
my will. Stuck on one or two points, I can't 
establish a line of flight through those ivory 
and glass walls. Each flow produces a counter 
flow, and the vampire in me is thirsty, but 
everyone is acting all tapped out. Except for 
those liars, huddled in the corner, eating candy 
and giggling in high school drama. Maybe, there 
is no meaning to the grand scheme of things, but 
then why can't I write? Even something awful. 

And I have heard to said that all great 
writers write in a foreign language, maybe, I've 
even said this before, but this book I've been 
reading keeps going on about de-coding the 
clandestine. I've always fancied the clandestine 
the most perfect of experiences, that which we 
keep hidden (like reading a pornographic novel in 
the mall or walking around downtown in the middle 
of the afternoon buzzing on caffeine and whiskey 












or mingling with the suits 
the music at the end of the 
can not directly communicat 


while thinking about 
world), that which we 
e for fear of 


misconstruing, these are the most perfect. But 
the clandestine, if one were to believe them, is 
meant only for the one who is nothing...the 
secret can have no object, signifier nor subject. 
And that empty being is the embodiment of the 
clandestine. The clandestine can not make us 
"become," it must be "becoming." AND now that 
really sucks... 

Reading is ego-gratification, thinking 
makes us think we are separate from Them, 
intellectualism in front of a Rodin is moot and 
snooty. So is kneeling, bleeding, in the Senate 
halls, your back a pin cushion for Rome. 


I 



LOS ANGELES BAR was death scene 
for six patrons who were burned to 
death when four men who had been 
ejected for rowdiness returned with a 
can of gasoline, sloshed gasoline onto 


the floor and lit it. Waitress Joyce 
Chapadelaine, witness to mass murder, 
points accusing finger at four suspects 
picked up in connection with fire. In ad¬ 
dition to fatalities, three were injured. 


Written in the proscription of distance, when 
with tight shoes and the tattered socks are 
drenched in body stink, is the unmitigated moment 
when one must slip to standing and begin to turn 
to walk away. No Beast nor god has ever exampled 
this state in perfection. So as one departs, 
alone into the other rooms, through the waves of 
wet wind and pitch of dark, one can begin to 
doubt about the sinking wonders, there, left 
behind. Those Who Depart create Those Who Remain, 













the bitter medication so reluctantly swallowed. 
Nature, itself, given the illusion of such ideas, 
seems to sigh with the despair of a school child 
caught between long division and European 
exploration; for Existence, it seems, is not to 
be about strength in convictions nor a conviction 
of strength, but wholly contained in the 
overlapping diagrams, one red the other black, 
drawn by dyslectic cartographers, drunk on 
aromatic skin cleanser and the slow burning 
sterno cans, half eaten. All is limited to the 
slightest moment when one turns to leave. 


"There is always one moment in childhood when the 
door opens and lets the future in. The hot wet 
river-port and the vultures lay in the wastepaper 
basket, and he picked them out. We should be 
thankful we cannot see the horrors and 
degradations lying around our childhood, in 
cupboards and bookshelves, everywhere." 

- graham greene the power and the glory 


Before the bath, Christa screamed, kicking 
her feet flat against the floor, "I hate this 
world and all the bubbles in it!" Her father, bit 
his cheeks behind his newspaper, praying to God 
to wash away his love. Her mother repeated the 
command with stern authority, but Christa went, 
all rubber and had to be washed, while crying m 
sobs, by her mother. 









words lime twisted and sing out our sad language, 
foreign language. He appears to be listening, not 
to the traffic light nor the question asked, 
passing on the street, by his companion. He seems 
to listen to the draw as the flame touches 
tobacco and the photographic click behind him. 
Dylan Thomas's face works out a map made from 
routes of transit, last night while drinking 
through today's reading aloud of one's poems in 
public. And Dylan Thomas' curly hair is tangled 
up with rhyming couplets, best left unwashed. 


Leave the bottle, he moaned without 
precondition of coherence. It looks good right 
there. The night had fled, again, a stag bolting 
through a table cloth, a stain on the pristine 
carpet of the parking lot. There were such 
places, he had heard rumored in romantic's 
.drunken fables about New York or Paris or 
Tangiers, where men did not attack each other 
with paranoid straight razors or wring out the 
soaked napkins into glass cups of consolidation. 
But those who told of such things, knew neither 
of such things not of other things. Idiots, I am 
surrounded by idiots. And idiots, he figured, 
make for very bad spies. 

And the notebook, a book, and a pen with 
the cap chewed off were the only company the 
afternoon morning cup of coffee kept. Gone were 
the strings of long hair or the tube of lip 
stick. Gone, too, were the Sunday newspapers 
scattered on the bed and late night drunken 





fumbling with zippers or shoe laces. My pants 
should not be this heavy, he remembered saying as 
the shot glass shouted that once again it was 
empty. 

He thought for a moment about wandering the 
streets, the brisk fall air climbing into his 
lungs, forcing a phlegmy couching shutter. The 
cigarette, an extension of his finger, burned its 
dancing silent gray vigil. Messages to invisible 
allies many miles away, dissipated near the dim 
ceiling lights. No. He thought about pounding his 
fist upon the counter and poured HIMSELF another 
long shot in the dark. 

Someone not too long ago pointed to him, 
seated there searching the bottom of the liquid 
for signs of life or religious conversion, and 
laughed inexplicably. He took no notice, other 
than to understand perfectly that break along the 
boundaries of solitude. 

And the weary walk home would arrive, in 
transit, he could breathe again. Feeling the 
flaming silver swishing around in his boots, his 
head full of locusts fucking with the foliage. 
Infested with itches and imaginary sores, 
captured by snapping mouse traps and thorny roses 
stems sticking out of the sidewalked dumpster. He 
thought about diving in to swim with the 
discarded, filthy thrash. Tampons and toilet 
paper and darkened cotton swabs, boxes of wilted 
lettuce, chunks of hair and half eaten chocolates 
- treasures, a huge pounding sea of floating 
treasure. 

Home seems father sometimes, even when the 
night is'full of twilight stars and Christmas 
lights, twinkling. An eternity of sidewalk, 
crossed out of breath, heavy beating breathing. 
But it was home that soon would arrive, broken 
promises and failed attempts at dinners, all 
collected and organized. Hanging paintings of 
disappointment and locked chest of drawers, a key 
long ago misplaced. This and the empty bed. A 
flight of.stairs and a jumble of keys and in the 
slightest moment, had he anywhere else to turn 
besides around, he would have fled as fast and 
hard as he could. Broke with the lock, run away 
from the goat cheese, moldy in the refrigerator. 





AN EMAIL FROM MY FRIEND, ISWEETS DEANN. 

FUCK YOU! ALL I WANT TO SAY 
FUCK YOU! 

FUCK YOU! 

FUCK YOU! 

SO FUCK YOU FOR NOT NOTICING. 

FUCK YOU FOR BEING SO CONSUMED BY YOUR OWN FEELINGS TO 
SEE YOUVE DESTROYED YOURSELF, & ARE ON 
THE WARPATH WITH OTHER THINGS. FUCK YOU FUCK YOU FUCK 
YOU FUCK YOU FUCK 

YOU!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!! 
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When the Fascists 
Dared Attack our Country 
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Groat news of a Blackout. The kids set 
their parent's cars on fire, once the sun went 
down, to see the stickball game they played in 
the road. The authorities wanted order, but all 
the restaurants were closed. And romantically, I 
surge toward more wine and loose gossiping 
tongues. 


"But, sir, I do not heal," I protested with 
a yellowed finger run across the catscratch red 
scar left from pouncing mischief on my 
inopportunely placed right forearm. The other man i 
in the night dim room, crowded with smoke and 
halfturned wine glasses and slurred words spoken 
in loud drunken hushes from the back where the 
tables are stacked one on top the other, smiled. 

He no longer listened with any intention, his 
mind far away - possibly near sandy inlets and 
cloudless skies where the eternal ring of summer 
casts dice for the remnants of doubt and extra 
winter clothing. Unaffected and a bit distracted 
by the lack of attention, I continued speaking 

































































words which, devoid of listening, fluttered and 
scattered and sprawled. It was only the room 
which moved amidst the swirling blurry gaze of 
the population, drunk. Its tightfisted cloistered 
space shuffled and wailed as lonely cockroaches 
jittered and dove along the wood and crumpled 
coaster napkins. Had I been left alone to this 
room, filled with smiling embraces and displaced 
mutterings, my nauseated stomach cramp at each 
sipping gesture would have culminated in 
wastepaper basket vomiting and angry fumblings 
for the ashtray, misplaced. But I sat in the 
crowd, next to a man who no longer listened to 
what I no longer knew what I was saying. And I am 
convinced, now, that it is the Night who listens, 
intently, as the gentle snow falls through the 
bright colored shades beamed down from traffic 
lights and porch lights and streetlamps. It is 
the Night who listens for a man drawing his last 
drowning breath, cramped in a basement bar, deep 
set in winter. And it is the Night who listens, 
for no man is left alone. 


On the Picture of Dylan Thomas. 

There is the author in a bigknottyknit sweater, 
haggard in strings at the sleeves, bowing his 
head. His bulbous eyes, swollen and shut with 
invisible heat. His thick poet fingers, cupped 
around the praying match, uaseen burning near the 
tip of the long cigarette dropdrooping from his 
lips. His face a pudding mess, bloated by last 
night's survival, a young man hides there in that 
flesh, the brilliant creature able to thirst for 




"The sign that refers to other signs is 
struck with a strange impotence and uncertainty, 
but mighty is the signifier that constitutes the 
chain. The paranoiac shares this impotence of the 

deterritorialized sign assailing him from every 
direction in the gliding atmosphere, but that 
only gives him better access to the superpower of 
the signifier, through the royal feeling of 
wrath, as master of the network spreading through 
the atmosphere. The paranoid despotic regime : 
They are attacking me and making me suffer, but I 
can guess what They're up to, I'm one step ahead 
of Them, I ve always known, I have power even in 
my impotence. I'll get* them." 

- on several regimes of signs in 1000 
Plateaus Deleuze & Guattari. 



Dr. Peale’s Dark Age sermon 


There is a 

heaviness in drinking 
when drunk. A 
slouched position 
inches from the glass 
and bar it rests 
upon, eyes unfocused 
in a numb sweep - a 
blind acceptance of 
one's immediate 
surroundings. The 
environment, with 
smoky caresses or 
white wine enchanted 
giggles, blurs to 
color and motion, all 
defining lines 
erased. Everything 
slides and swells 
together. 

So it seems with 


sleeping blinded 
eyes, I put flame to 
match to burn another 
cigarette to place 
next to the one, 
already lit and half 
.smoked resting in the 
piled ashtray before 
me. Too drunk to be 
anything other than a 
horny ragdoll, chest 
tight in the abusive 
constraints, I fall 
against the back of 
the stool chair and 
swear like a 


Painting by number 


deformed, speech 
impaired trailer park 
child. I rip into all 
those around me, 
cursing them as fucks 




















out to get me, even 
though they kept 
pouring the next one 
and buying a round or 
three. 

Is there a more 
perfected model of 
Jesus Christ, than 
the Savior at last 
call? Is there a 
Saint who would not 
smile at the 
distorted, heavy 
steps which plod me 
toward bed, full of 
burning burps and 
sloppy motions? Is 
that not the Virgin 
Mary who holds the 
head, after sticking 
two slender fingers 
into the back of my 
head? Isn't that the 
Virgin Mother who 
teases the musty, 
greasy hair refusing 
the sympathy vomit? 
Who is that but Mary 
Magdelan, 

intertwining her legs 
■ in mine, whispering 
sexy promises across 
the' sea of empty 
bedding and embraces 
me into coma? Who 
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tree" 


Droodles 


else but GOD, 
himself, watches over 
the snores and counts 


the hours before 
alarm clock work? For 
if these were Demonic 
possessions, if it 
was Lucifer who 
helped me off with my 
shoes and tucked me 
into bed in my room 
mate's scattered 
living room clothing, 
He would never 
instill comfort in 
guilt. He would allow 



this state, but 
console me with 
laughter and morning 
rosewater and a 
healthy appetite. No. 
It is the Lord, our 
Christian God, who 
punishes us for our 
drink. It is the 
Lord, our Christian 
God, who acts as 
bartender, serving 
the eternal, life 
everlasting drunk. 

For who else but 
Christ could make us 
so ashamed the 
■morning after, 
ashamed and guilty 
enough to try again 
our hand at drinking 
when drunk? 















children who still worked at acclimate themselves 
to the current uniform, so familiar with the 


situation at hand. They were more fixtures in 
bars than active participants. Their 
conversations dead and their gossip frail. 

That is what I've become, replaced by the 
kids who still dance and wrestle on the floor, 
possessed by the demonic revolt and difference 
they embody. They aren't slouching yet. Profound 
or sweet or rad, not yet disillusioned and stuck 
in circling conversations and the same poker 
faced characters. Not yet able to say with any 
authority, "I'm not going to the show." 

And this is natural. This system of 
displacement/because punk rock screams - NO 
FUTURE - with blind sensibilities. And I can go 
back into the club and catch a glimpse of the 



the opening riff to my favorite song. I can go 
back into the past, digging up all those buried 
affinities, sympathies and connective wiring. But 
they can't see me as the bitter lost man that 
•I've become. I represent and actually embody 
something those kids are too fucked up to see. 

The Future. To tell you the truth, not being able 
to see the future is a profound gift, the true 
power of punk rock. 






THE GOLDEN GRAHAM OFFENSE 

for Micha Leon 

A pumping fan stationed at the foot of 
the bed masked the midmorning 
summer with cool intermittent gusts of 
a swirling breeze. Tangled in a blanket, 
asleep for only a few hours, Michael 
Crist was awakened by the slightest 
gesture from his phone. With a 
drooping gaze he watched in dreamy 
pursuit the gentle pattern beamed 
across the carpet from the brightest 
spot in his cluttered room. He could 
have counted the few brief seconds 
before his mother’s scathing call 
climbed the front stairs to pierce the 
elaborate reverie he constructed 
around the taught orange cord 
stretched across the bedroom. 

- Yeah? His practiced monotone drained into the phone he held to 
his ear with his shoulder. 

An ancient hung over voice dragged across a tenable desperate 
command in panic. - Dude, you gotta come over and help me out. 

- I’m sleeping. 

- So what? 

Frank and Kelly Lenehan lived with their parents in a large blue 
house next to high wild bushes and an almost dead pear tree near the 
garage. Their parents were returning from a month aboard in a matter 
of hours. The Lenehan brothers had spent that month, alone, with a few 
nightly acquaintances. Crist walked into the living room of the 
apocalypse. The delicately arranged decor of art books, magazines and 
rare facsimiles of famous Grecian relics had been subsumed by empty 
beer bottle waves and buried in the ashen sands of randomly 
extinguished cigarette butts. Crist held his breath so as not to inhale the 
stout Guinness fumes searing from Kelly as he ineffectively bent and 
tucked the mess into a large black plastic garbage bag. Kelly nodded 
Crist toward the kitchen where a terrible symphony of clanking dishes 
harmonized with the bursting cacophony of hot, trumpeting tap water. 

Frank stood at the sink. His faded pin striped boxer shorts clung in 
splashed subservience slightly below his hip bone. The sink basin held a 
sparkling mountain of crusty dishes, blue and red plastic party cups, 
and randomly tossed greenish brown bottles stuffed with tiny tan 
speckled tubes which glided along the dirty surface of the negligible 
liquid. Frank attempted to scrub the bubbles with his left hand while 
his light held to his nose a stained shirt ripe with the fragrance of stale 





cologne. Crist was overpowered with the aroma of rotting vegetable 
pizza and a nasal memory of his dead grandfather who religiously 
bathed in that same cologne. 

- Dude, you gotta do these dishes. I am about to pass out with this 
shit. Frank’s horse voice mumbled in time with the concurrent splash 
from the spicket. 

Crist shoved his friend out of the way and began the filthy task. 
Frank returned to the conversation with his brother in the other room. 





Finally, Kelly stormed out of the house criss-crossing the kitchen grime 
at about the exact moment Crist discovered the bowl of cereal. 

In an expensive porcelain white bowl the night of his parent’s 
departure, Kelly had poured himself a rather generous serving of a 
crisp flaky cereal. Due to unforeseen and heretofore unexplained 
circumstances, Kelly abandoned the bowl seemingly without taking 
more than a spoonful of two away. Over a month’s worth of other 
Lenehan bad ideas had been deposited on top of this bowl, so that by 
v the time Crist unearthed this disturbing treasure of antiquity the 
; contents had undergone some serious maladjusting. The once vibrant 
I and edible substances had liquefied then solidified then began to bubble 

l ooze until, finally, congealing somewhere between a fleshy form 

—.— 


[and an evaporated film. Crist recoiled from the jelly jiggle, horrified by 
the sweetly pungent assault waged by the fiercely sour milk and the 
globbed cluster of greenish brown. Crist gagged. 

- What the fuck? Frank, sobered by the physical labor and overcome 
by the tormenting stench crawling from the kitchen, called from the 
living room. 

Teary with a disgusted laughter, Crist summoned his friend’s 
immediate council. Frank staggered into the kitchen, took one look in 
the sink, cursed the Christian’s god, and ran to kneel before the toilet. 
Crist unmoved by frank’s show of affection, withdrew to recover his 
discombobulated senses. In the hallway near the alcohol vomiting, Crist 
grew impatient with the increasingly odious compiling of offenses 
against his olfactory situation. 

His quick reconnaissance spied on the butcher block hill a pink oven 
mitt printed in a repeating flying piglet pattern. The battle plan was 
quickly developed, with the dustbunny tee shirt saturated with stinging 
cologne bandaged around his face and his square fist buried in the 
piggy glove, Crist lifted the bowl out of the stainless steel basin. Skating, 







as if carrying a simmering baby’s diaper, Crist floated across the 
kitchen tiling and out the back door. 

The almost dead pear tree produced fruit but was too decrepit to 
sustain them into maturity. All summer long the dirt patch around the 
termite gray trunk was pelted with dull bounces of under ripe greenish 
yellow orbs. These immature fruits littered the ground, decaying into a 
mushy brown carpet upon which a meticulous design of feasting 
yellow jackets and surly hornets was printed. Once a summer Mr. 
Lenehan could be heard a good three houses away cursing while he 
raked. 

Crist slipslid on a beebuzzing soupy pear, swearing loudly as the 
bowl threateningly wiggled close to his chest. In the bowl, the lumpy 
goo pulsed a heaving sigh, a slicked lather glistened upon its bumpy, 
dark tan skin, and for the first time Crist noticed how perfectly 
centered the little mound had peeled away from the circumference of 
the pristine porcelain. He leaned the bowl up against the pear tree 
trunk then turned for the tangerine garden hose curled near the 
bushes. Turning on the water, Crist examined his target one last time as 
a dull trickle of liquid gurgled through the emptiness of the coiled hose. 

Kinda looks like a condemned Mexican bandito from a John 
Houston movie, leaning arrogantly against the gray wall, refusing a 
blindfold or a last smoke, Brave Little Bandito. Crist thought these last 
few words a loud as his finger slunk into the nozzle stream sending a 
violent narrow spray into the middle of the gravity defying mucus 


ft l * 

The impact from the water, initially, did not affect the substance, so 
Crist took two steps away from his safe distance. Suddenly, a lethargic 
ripple coursed along the outer edge of the mound, then in a slurpy suck 
which sounded like the loud gurgle a stick would make if rocked back 
and forth in a muddy hole - slick sluuuck- the blob slouched forward 
and plopped upon the puddled grass. The whitish yellow underside 
pickled with bits of jagged corny bile, jiggled in the sun. The sweaty 
foot and cat urine stench penetrated the cologne mask Crist wore, 
forcing him to swallow back the bubbling vomit in his own throat. 

Crist turned away, shut off the water and walked straight home, 
leaving the bowl propped up near the steaming, soggy, stinking glob 


baking in the hot summer sun. 





THOMAS SUTLAND BEFORE THE LAW 


for Wm. S. Burroughs, dead 
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it was bound to happen, an inevitability that sooner of later Thomas 
Sutland would stand before the Law. Thomas’ day in Court followed a 
silly late night scuffle with an affected Twin Value manager, three squad 
cars, an arresting young officer, and a small pink tin of strawberry dust 
that kids stir into their breakfast glasses of milk. Thomas explained to us, 
after spending the weekend down, that he knew when he walked through 
those automatic sliding doors that this particular lift would end in a bust. 
Not because Mr. Saunders was on to his caper, but because his motives 
were skewed. 


-1 broke the cardinal virtue of shoplifting. The five finger gods had to 
send the angry bolt of the Man’s lighting to strike me down, I was spiting 





























































on all the superstitions, I was singing my own requiem. I was stealing that 
shit for a girl. 

Eve Somethingorother, to be exact. She had aimlessly mentioned, in a 
casual coffee house conversation about cartoons and candy, how much 
she’d love to have some of that flavored milk stuff her best friend 
Jenny’s mom always had in the house after school. A roundtable 
discussion revealed her favorite flavor, pink. Thomas had a mission when 
he waltzed into that Twin Value wearing his belt loosened, he wanted to 
impress the dark haired girl with the impossibly cute Hello Kitty 
backpack by showing up in her dorm room bearing intimate and well 


thought out gifts of seduction. We all knew he may as well have just ; 

| likely turned himself in Or just bought the damned stuff straight out. 

The Honorable Judge Winsbush peered down past his gavel and gold 
lacquered name plate to watch Thomas J Sutland stand to recite his plea. 
The Honorable Judge took one look at the ragamuffin upstart with 
unevenly clippered hair, thunderous tattoos below his sleeve line, and a 
clashing shield smirk wiped across his face and the Judge knew that 
standing before him was the personification of all that had ever gone 
wrong in America. 

- By God, I am going to throw the Book at that little turd so hard that 
his hippie parents buried in their drug overdose graves will feel it! That 
Honorable man mouthed under his stinking official’s voice. 

Entrance of the No Contest plea wrinkled the effeminate comers of 
the elder man’s sagging girlish face. 

- Son, why did you steal that box of Strawberry Quix? Asked the 
Judge but under his breath were other words as plainly obvious as those 




directly spoken - The Little shit knows he’s guilty. 

Thomas’ eyes beaded in earnest as his shoulders shrank in a relaxed 
state of pitiful rejection, - Well your Honor, all I had in my house was a 
carton of rotten, lumpy milk and I suppose 1 just wanted that stuff to taste 
good. 

- Is that insolent little cunt mocking this court and the severity of his 
crime against the free exchange of commodities? Thought the Honorable 
Judge Winsbush as his dentures clicked in anger. The seated man stared 
at the fashion offense standing before his rustically understated 



mahogany bench. 

In the silence and because he had always known someday he’d have to 
say it, Thomas Sutland smiled crassly as he slid his hands into his 
pockets, -1 throw myself upon the mercy of this Court. 
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- YOUNG MAN, the whole court room and all the grownups present 
shivered in expectant agony at the professional’s booming intonation of 
authority, in light of your unexpected flippancy in regards to the weight 
of your present situation and with respect to yoiu blatant disregard for the 
rules which govern this sovereign land I am forced to sentence you to the 
maximum punishment allowed in cases such as yours. I sentence you, 
Thomas J. Thomas to twenty five hours of community service, a fine oi 

one hundred dollars, time served. } 

- That’s bullshit! Thomas whispered in a giggle as the older man s 
words dissipated from his bps and the heavy wooden gavel raised into the 
air. The Honorable Judge’s hand froze in a white knuckle disbelief, - 
Excuse me, son, what was that you just said? 

Thomas instinctively did not hesitate to repeat himself loudly for the 
Judge who had, in fact, heard him the first time. 

- Son, that’s contempt of Court and another twenty-five hours, the 


Judge’s pulse raced in frenzied joy mimicking orgasm. 

Thomas stared angrily at the bench then said - That’s total Bullshit: 
And with his index finger leveled in accusation called out loudly, - FUCK 


YOU! 

The thrak of the hammered gavel sent a final ring through the 
horrorified Court Room. Thomas was sent away with 150 hours of 
community service and a somewhat larger fine for stealing a box of 
artificial milk flavoring for a girl he never would forgive for causing him 
so much trouble. 





worried was looming on 
adolescence, which made her 
worry about drugs, sex and 
curfew infractions. Soon Ernie 
would be old enough to drive, she 
sighed walking back up the . .., 


AFTER SCHOOL LUNCHMEAT 

for Bill Gill 


When Erwin S. Hooke III was 
! twelve and a half year s old he 
began to manually stimulate his 
erections, usually after school 
while seated in the paneled rec. 

I room, watching cartoons he no 
longer enjoyed. His penis would 
swell with excited blood, bulging 
the fabric of his jeans in 
uncomfortable directions. These 
first few erections were 
monumentally sensuous filling his 
belly with anticipatory butterflies, 
but the agitated flurry subsided as 
| quickly and quietly as it surged. 
Erwin S. Hooke did not yet know 
how to resolve the predicament. 

Mrs. Delores Kralio-Hooke 
loved her sons. Everyday after 
school, when her sons were not 
out frolicking in the twilight, she 
prepared a snack for them before 
dinner. She began serving cold cut 
sandwiches to her increasingly 
moody and despondent teenage 
son, Ernie, who no longer went 
out to catch footballs or race his 
bicvcle down the street. Ernie, she 


s S$ basement stairs having just placed 
^ the pale white dish on the end 
table near his comer of the couch. 

Erwin ate with relish the 
processed slices of foul beasts and 
fiddled amicably with the pile of 
chips. His usual cartoon regime 
was growing increasingly lame, he 
j longed for his parents to order 
} ( cable. Cable television became a 

• . 








preoccupation of Emin’s which 
he would unceasingly harp upon 
every night at supper. His father 
was growing droily sarcastic 
about the whole topic, which 
meant to Erwin and his brother, 
Trevor, that the old lawyer was on 
the brink of conceding the case. 

One particularly dreary winter 
afternoon, between commercials, 
Emin’s crotch rubbing, which 
had progressed to unzippered 
white jockey highs, escalated 
again The small white porcelain 
dish with the freckled gold 
perimeter that his mom always 
delivered his perfectly aligned 
sandwich and mound of rippled 
' chips on was left untouched, 
except that the few thinly sliced 
pieces of lunchmeat had been 
diligently removed from between 
i the soft, wondrous slabs of white 
j bread and the two halves carefully 
repositioned as if to conceal the 
missing center. Where those 
shaved portions had disappeared 
to was never alluded to nor 
questioned by the matr on who, 
after everyone had gone to sleep 
paced the house straightening and 
arranging the various messes 
distributed by her male 


housemates. She would simply 
slide the unused hardened bread 
and mountain of chips off the 
plate into the garbage. Why he 
doesn’t touch the bread is beyond 
me but this is a terrible waste of 
chips, she thought. Since one can 
have a sandwich without chips, 
but not bread, she stopped serving 
him potato chips. 

Emin S. Hooke’s cock was 
wrapped completely by two 
overlapping circular sections of 
baloney. Emin’s twelve and a 
half year old right palm, wrought 
furious in pumping squeezes, was 
damp with the chemical odor 
lingering on the gooey surfaces of 
two pieces of lunch meat. 

Between the red lindy ridges on 
the baloney’s circumference, his 
pubescent erection quivered, 
slow, cautious drips of semen 
glued themselves to the smooth, 
glossy sheen of the packaged 
single slices. Tomorrow, he would 
come in full blasts which would 
be completely contained by the 
tight overlapping baloney wrap. 
Large swirling white globs oozed 
down the orangish-green lacquer 
and bubbled upon the perfect 
circles, just slightly wrinkled by 



Erwin’s incessant pressure. Emin 
filled with disgust and shame 
deposited the mess, 
contemptuously, behind the free¬ 


standing radiator over in the far 
left comer of the paneled rec. 
room. 

A month passed. Outside the 
temperature plunged, heat flooded 
the house and the accumulated 
dried gray meat and semen 
collection stashed underneath the 
boiling radiator began to 
stingingly rot. On the night his 
father had agreed to order cable, 
his mother purposely barged into 
his bedroom. 











THE HOOPT1ES WILL INHERIT THE EARTH 

for Carofym Jones 



“Man, why don’t yon motherfuckers ever have any good cars?” 
Thomas Sutland complained from deep within the brown and orange 
fabric of the knotted slouching couch. We were watching TV in Charles 
Henderson’s mother’s basement rec room. All the lights were turned off 
so the gray twilight flicker of late night informericals cast a haunted glow 
across the faux wood paneling and through the cloud of cigarette smoke 
wavering in gusty, billowing streams at waist level. A dull odor of 
extinguished matches and adolescent armpits and abandoned plates of 
macaroni and cheese provided the rank reminder that, once again, we 
were only in the company of lonely men, wasting away another Friday 
night. 

“What the fuck you talking about, Tom? Every car I’ve owned has 
been good, dude.” Frank Lenehan scolded in a scornful lighting of a 
match, “What about that ’78 La Baron?” 

“Now that was a pimpdaddy car, esai,” Michael Crist fondly 
remembered the long rides down Cedar Road to the fast food drive- 
through, bad death metal barely discernible over the tracing paper sound 
system, “Or that Delta 88, that shit was sweet.” 

“That La Baron made it across the country and back. Or don’t even try 
to tell me that ’77 Lincoln Contential I had wasn’t cool. Not a spot of rust 
on it and brothers were constantly pulling up next to me at stop lights or 
whatever and asking me if I wanted to sell it, that happened like five 
times.” 

“What about that white car you traded for a couple of records and a T- 
shirt? The ’84 Toyota Corelleria.” Chuck asked leaning forward into a 
farting noise. 











Fra nk giggied, “And 150 dollars, that car was a piece of shit. I’ll grant 
you that.” 

“No heat, no brakes... ” Crist began the list of atrocities. 

“I had to downshift just to stop and the frame was cracked so at any 
minute the car might break in two, I worried over eveiy bump... ” 

“I especially enjoyed the cardboard and ply wood on the passenger’s 
side floor... ” 

“That was the passenger’s side floor, the metal had rusted out... ” 

“I know. That car was a hillbilly box, dude.” Crist laughed. 

“Yeah but it ran... for awhile.” 

“Yeah, but you were a total hillbilly riding in it.” 

There was a profound silent moment when an extremely attractive 
blonde spokesmodel stared seductively out from the inner dark of the 
cathode ray tube asking each and every one of us gathered there in the 
rank and lonely basement just what protection we trust on those 
particularly heavy days. We all, for the slightest, possibly even 
subconscious, second wanted that woman, then, 

“So fuck you dude. No good cars. What car have you ever had besides 
your mom’s pink and gold station wagon with the dog cage in die back 
and the baby seat up front? At least I’ve had cars, unlike your sorry-stay- 
at-home-ass,” Frank reduced the silence to a quick verbal bash, bitter and 
loud. 

“Dude,” Tom Sutland said slowly out of severe dejection, “all I’m 
saying is that you’ve never had any good get away cars, diat’s all.” 


“Oh man, Fuck You, dude.” We all participated as one bald man spray 
painted hair onto the back of another bald man’s head. 
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You can become 
one of two things 
afterwards - a drunk 
or a stock- broker. 


distraction, and a 
new style of 
dressing. Neither 
decision is going to 


Defining the Indefensible. 


Becoming a drunk will 
not solve any of the 
tension, help you 
move on, nor prove 
anything to them. A 

stockbroker will show 
them that you've 
moved on, will 
provide you with a 
full time 


make it any easier, 
only time and 
distance will do that 
- if in the unlikely 
event that one 
morning you can wake 
up free from the 
sorrow, anger, and 
doubt. Becoming the 
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Last Call for Gen. Beetleburg 



I sat on the edge of the stool, holding a beer 
on my thigh and a cigarette near my slouch. All drunks 
are assholes, including myself. And there's too much 
god in this.- thing. Yes, I thought to myself, watching 
the band play on. Too much god and not nearly enough 
gossip. 

This.document was performed in front of a live 
audience, .iabst of whom were intoxicated and bitter by, 
what has now become, the end. I can't apologize to 
everyone for everything, nor cio I really think it 
should matter anyway. People end up where they belong, 
doing the things which hurt them the most. Or they end 
up, at least> happy. 


This entire mess stumbling and muttering^is Dedicated to Tamara delSiorno 
who, when I was in the dankest and darkest, materialized with a carton of Lucky 
Strike Filters. *'i , y _ 










^asw; 
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(again). Love Bunni Press Publications, 

EAT FUCK SHITHEAD. 

There are many monsters here. 







